The Tragidie 

Vpon his party for the gaine thereof. 

And therevpon he fends you this good newes: 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Queene, mud die at PomWet. 

Haft. Indeedc I am no mourner for this newes, 

Becaufe they haue bcene (till mine enemies : 

But that He giue my voyce on Richards fide. 

To birre my mailers heires in true dift nt, 

God kna wes I will not do it to the death. 

Cat. God keepe your Lordflrip in that gracious minde, 
JTiyLButHhalllaughat this a twelmonth hence. 

That they who brought me to my mallets hate, 

I liuetolookevpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Catesby. Cat . What my Lord t 
Haft. Ere a Fort-night make me elder. 

He lend l'ome packing that yet thinke not one it. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When men arevnprepard, andlookenotforir. 

Haft, O monftrous, monftrous, and fo fals it out 
With ‘RJners ft'aughait, Gray, and lo twill doo 
With ibme men else, who thinke themfelues as life 
As thou, and I, who as thou know ft are deare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The ftinces both make high account of you. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft A know they doc and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter L erd Stanley. 

What my L. where is yout Boare-fpeare man ? 

Feare you the Boare, andgoeyou fo vnprouided ? 

Stan . My L-good morrow* good morrow Catsbj: 

Y ou may ieft one, bur by the holy Roode, 

I doe not like thefc fcuerall counfds I. # 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as deare as you doc yours, 
And neuer in my life I doe proteft. 

Was it moieprecious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I know our ftate fecure, 

] would befo triumphant as, lam? 

Stan. The Lords of Pomfret when they rode from Lenity 
Wcie iocund, and fuppofdc their dates was fure, 

And 



o/Richard the Third. 

And indeedc had necaufeto miftruft: 

But yet you fee how foone the day orecaff. 

This fuddaen fcab of rancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God I foy, I preue a needle fle coward, 

But come my Lord (hall wc to the Tower ? 

Haft. I go : but ftay , heare you not the newes ? 

This day thole men you talke of are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better weate their fa tads. 
Then fome that haue accufcd them wcare their hats : 

Bat come my L. let vs away. Exit. L. Stanley, & Cat. 

Hall. Go you before He follow prefently. 

Enter Haftings a Pnrftuant. 

H*ft. Well met Haftingj,hovi goes the world with thee t 
Pur. The better that it pleafe your good Lordihip to atk? 
Haft. I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now wee meete 
Then was Igoing prifener to the Tower, 

Bythefuggeftionof the Quecnes alies .• 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemyes are put to death, 

Andl in better (late then euerl was. 

Pur. Gcd fold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramcrcy Haftings , hold fpend thou that. 

Hegwes him his pur/e . 

Pur. God faue your Lordfhip. Exit. Pur. Enter a Prieft. 
Haft. WhatSir lohn , you are well met: 

I am beholding to yon for your laft dayes exercife : 

Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you. He wbifpers 
Enter Buckingham. (in his ears. 

Bus. How now Lord Chamber laine, what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do# need the Prieft. (piicft. 
Your Honour hath no ftriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy mao, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minde : 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Buc. I do, but long I iliall rot ftay, 

I lhall returne before your Lordihip thence, 

H aft. Tis like enough for I (lay dinner there. 
fife. And fupper too although toou knoweft it not i 
Cornu 














